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What He Stole
Serena Zhen
Hands that lay upon me;
touch not so gentle, not so rough.
Kisses, all aggressive.
None of it done with love.
Wrists pinned and body constrained
by hands like chains of lust,
like ropes of selfish nature –
his desire, so wrong.
I fought with strength,
with every ounce of energy,
with all my will.
My legs crossed and my body struggled,
but all was in vain and nothing changed.
My world fell.
My world darkened.
A moment paused
when he saw me stare –
my eyes filled with fear and plea
like trapped souls in dead end roads,
like cornered victims in an alley.
My movements of fear
only knew of trembles and quivers.
Maybe this will be enough
for him to yield, but no.
His gaze steered away as he continued. 
What’s left of attire was pawed at
and torn away by this monster, someone
I once thought would never hurt me.
My cries of “Stop!” and “No!” 
did no good. “This isn’t right…”
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I begged. I prayed, desperately,
“Someone, someone please…
please help me…”
Streams slid straight
down both cheeks as
my body gave up, there I lay.
No more energy. Mind,
empty of all thoughts.
I felt all too weak, all too tired
to fight against his loveless motions.
A last scream of horror escaped me,
when he was finished,
when it was finally over.
Voice trailed off in whimpers. 
Scattered breath.
I grasped for air,
tried to calm down,
tried to forget,
but I couldn’t.
Innocence ripped.
Humanity stripped.
All visibly shown in bruises, my pain.
All I could hear was my beating heart.
As it pounded loudly,
my swollen eyes
flooded and poured out
to leave salty, bitter stains.
